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Pucker 
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pleasure 


* Beech-Nut 


wp 


Right  flavor!  Right  size!  Right  price! 


QOOD  OlDfASHIOPEO 
SOUpBALL  flAV0f{ 
IS  PACK! 


Sharp!  Snappy  !Just  enough  sour! 

Now  Beech-Nut  brings  you  tradi- 
tional  fruit  sours,  and  candy  hasn't 
been  so  good  since  "Gibson”  meant  a 
pretty  girl.  Open  a pack.  The  color’s 
great.  Fresh,  bright  aroma,  too.  Pop 
one  on  y°ur  tongue.  The  flavor  gets  to 
/fill  ';r>"  fast.  Makes  your  taste  buds 

w TflA0/'^\  s i t up  and  take  notice.  You 

(./7//n  /C^  ''Nv ) Pucker  UP  with  pleasure.  That’s 

\v  muv^r  -y  real  old-fashioned  sourball  fla- 

ijprS  s vor-  Try  ’em  soon.  Beech-Nut 
Lemon  Sours,  Lime  Sours,  Orange, 
Grape,  and  Cherry  Sours.  Right  fla- 
vor! Right  size!  Right  price!  Another 
quality  product  from  Beech-Nut. 

Business  Manager — 
Roy  Blitzer 


Plus — Peter  Utz,  Petef  Svoboda,  Burgess 
Needle,  Alex  Kwader,  Dave  Axelrod, 
Cathy  Murray,  Jim  Marcuson,  Tom  Don- 
ovan, Phyllis  Macateer,  Phyllis  Quigley, 
Sandy  Graham,  Super  Kat  . . . and  Guin, 
Link,  Whale,  Cranberries,  Bub,  Giraff, 
Donk  . . . 

and  of  course,  Jane 


MASS  HYSTERIA 


Who  says  there’s  apathy  at 
the  University  of  Massachu- 
setts? Some  student  took  it  up- 
on himself  to  renovate  Grayson 
House,  Hills  House,  Bartlett 
Hall,  the  Cage,  Machmer,  and 
the  Student  Union.  Leave  it  to 
the  administration  to  thwart  his 
efforts,  though.  The  State  Po- 
lice and  the  boys  from  Westover 
were  called  in  to  stop  the  rede- 
velopment project,  and  just  as 
well,  we  suppose,  because  no- 
body planted  a bomb  in  the  Stu- 
dent Senate  where  it  belonged. 
Ah,  well.  The  bomber  probably 
just  wanted  to  get  a seat  in  the 
Hatch,  anyway. 

An  even  better  place  for  a 
bomb  around  here  would  have 
been  the  coat  check  concession 
at  the  Kingsmen  Concert  on 
Winter  Carni.  You  remember 
that,  after  waiting  for  hours  in 
10  degree  weather  to  hear  the 


real  words  “Louie,  Louie”  we  all 
made  the  Jolly  Green  Giant  a 
little  jollier  and  a little  greener, 
by  selling  our  clothes.  Next 
year,  the  Kingsmen  will  wait 
outside  and  3400  students  will 
be  in  the  kettle  playing  music. 

* * * 

As  a historical  note,  about  ten 
years  ago,  the  Yahoo  ran  a cover 
depicting  the  Student  Union  in 
rubble.  Quite  a prediction.  That 
proves  that  the  Yahoo  serves  a 
purpose  because  if  they  had  lis- 
tened to  us  then. . . 

* * * 

Do  you  know  that  you  pay 
$11,992.50  on  the  Student  Sen- 
ate per  year  ? 

* * * 

Then,  of  course,  there  was 
that  cheating  scandal.  A lot  of 
people  wondered  how  that  lady 
in  the  records  office  got  her  job. 
In  an  interview  with  her,  Yahoo 


gets  some  questions  answered. 

Yahoo:  “Tell  us,  Miss  X, 
what  do  people  think  of  you  now 
that  this  scandal  is  out  about 
your  changing  marks?” 

Miss  X:  “I’ve  become  very 
popular.” 

Yahoo:  “I  see,  but  have  you 
been  getting  any  nasty  letters?” 

Miss  X:  “Mosly  from  the  peo- 
ple that  have  been  caught.  But 
the  rest  of  the  mail  has  been  ten 
dollar  bills.” 

Yahoo:  “Where  do  you  plan 
to  go  now?” 

Miss  X:  “I’ve  been  offered  a 
job  at  the  Air  Force  Academy.” 

Yahoo:  “Uh-huh.  And  Miss 
X,  a lot  of  people  wonder  how 
you  got  a job  here  if  you  were 
such  a risk.  How  did  you  do 
it?” 

Miss  X:  “I  cheated  on  my 
application.” 

Yahoo:  “Well,  that’s  about  it, 
Miss  X.  By  the  way  . . . I’ve 
been  flunking  Psych  and  I won- 
der   ” 

* * * 

Lately,  there’s  been  a lot  of 
talk  about  a new  campus — “Uni- 
versity of  Massachusetts-Bos- 
ton”  out  in  the  eastern  part  of 
the  state,  near  Boston,  as  if 
walking  to  classes  doesn’t  take  a 

long  time  now 

* * * 

We  remember  a Psych  lecture 
last  year  when  one  of  our  faculty 
was  discussing  the  fact  that  a 
certain  African  male  appendage 
is,  statistically  larger  on  the 
average,  than  a certain  Ameri- 
can male  appendage.  At  this 
time  a few  co-eds,  disgusted 
with  the  statement,  started  to 
leave.  As  they  approached  the 
door  the  instructor  asked  them 
“What’s  the  hurry?  The  next 
plane  to  Africa  doesn’t  leave  un- 
til tomorrow . . .” 


3 


Lately,  the  Student  Senate  conducted  a poll  about  the  Yahoo. 
Never  wishing  to  be  outdone  by  the  Senate,  and  also  not  wishing  to 
use  up  the  student’s  money  by  printing  up  thousands  of  polls,  the 
Yahoo  presents  a poll,  similarly  unrepresentative  and  biased,  of  its 
own: 

1.  Have  you  ever  been  to  a Senate  meeting?  Yes No 

2.  Do  you  find  it  entertaining?  Yes Hell,  No 

3.  Can  you  name  your  representative  to  the  Student  Senate? 

Yes No 

4.  Can  you  name  the  officers  of  the  Student  Senate?  Yes 

No 

5.  On  what  day  does  the  Student  Senate  meet?  Mon 

Tues Wed Thurs Fri 

6.  You  don’t  condone  the  continuation  of  supporting  the  Stu- 

dent Senate  with  $11,992.50  of  student  tax  funds  per  year? 
Do  you? No ! 

7.  Would  you  attend  a Senate  meeting  if  they  charged  25^  a 

meeting?  Yes No 

8.  Would  you  be  opposed  to  allowing  the  Student  Senate  to 

continue  in  its  evil  ways?  Yes No 

9.  Would  you  like  to  see  the  campus  pond,  its  ducks,  the  Sen- 

ate, and  proposed  benches  abolished?  Yes No 

10.  Would  you  be  not  opposed  to  the  abolishment  of  not  having 
a discontinuation  of  all  now-existing  oppositions  against 

anti-nullifying  opposing?  Yes No 

If  no,  why? 


th-e.  Yes,  this  is  your  friendly  mail  blurb  once  again,  here  to  tell  you  that  this 
ilmtered  as  third  class  matter  at  the  post  office  in  Amherst,  the  jewel  of  the  Pioneer 
jy  Yahoo  firmly  believes  that  it  is  first  class  however,  no  matter  what  the  Student 
tehinks.  Yes,  we’re  still  the  humor  magazine  of  Massachusetts  State  College  and 
4 oo  comes  out  when  it  damn  well  pleases.  Subscriptions  are  $1.50  for  four  issues, 
)nT  a dollar  for  three,  so  think  about  that  for  a while.  There’s  a little  man  in  Box 
BO,  Student  Union,  Mass.  Aggie,  Amherst,  Mass.,  that  takes  all  our  mail,  and  if 
college  mag  swipes  some  material,  they  better  credit  it  and  send  the  issue  to 
l.le  man.  College  Magazines,  Inc.  lovingly  hasn’t  paid  us  for  their  advertising 
(1965,  Yahoo  editors. 
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GROUP 

THERAPY 


With  the  proliferation  of 
board  games  in  the  United 
States,  from  a haphazard  start 
with  Monopoly  through  the 
semi  - intelligent  plateau  of 
Scrabble,  one  is  tempted  to  ask — 
is  this  all?  Can  there  be  some- 
thing beyond  the  sophisticated 
peaks  of  Clue  and  Formula  I? 
The  answer  is,  Yes  ! A group  of 
students  from  a large  eastern 
university  have  put  their  brains 
together  and  come  up  with 
Group  Therapy,  the  most  fun- 
filled,  exciting,  and  intellectually 
stimulating  board  game  to  hit 
the  bridge  table  since  Bingo ! 


The  objective  of  Group  Thera- 
py, as  in  most  board  games,  is 
to  achieve  a desired  position  on 
the  board.  This  designated  spot 
is  labelled  — Sanity ! Before  a 
player  may  even  hope  to  land  on 
this  square  he  must  pass  rigor- 
ous tests  and  display  great  disci- 
pline over  his  mind  and  body 
(Group  Therapy  being  the  only 
board  game  marketed  to  date 
that  demands  discipline  in  both 
areas) . 

Each  player  is  given  a small 
statuette  that  is  in  the  form  of 
a human  being.  Each  form  is 
contorted  to  resemble  various 
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TRAUMA 


MICRO- 

CEPHALIC 


HYPO- 

CEPHALIC 


DWARFISM 


DREAM 

CARD 


DELUSION 


P 


CATATONIC 


TRAUMA 


) 


DEPRESSIVE 


MANIC 


DREAM 

CARDS 


” 


Us  of  insanity.  These  pieces 
rour  Group  Therapy  minds 
i splay.  Examples  could  be 
p-im,  trance-like  face  of  a 
onic,  or  the  clenched  fists  of 
a squat  goblin  clutching 
nanic  depressive,  or  per- 
i panties  symbolizing  the 
aist. 

e shape  of  the  game  would 
large  square  made  up  of  38 
.er  squares  with  a bright 
lock  at  each  corner  labelled 
na’  (this  will  be  explained 
: . Once  each  player  has 
given  a statuette  the  game 
s.  The  first  thing  to  do  is 
yourself  into  the  automatic 
recorder.  This  machine 
i alongside  the  aboard  and 
our  connections  (one  for 
player)  whereby  his  (or 
aulse  is  taken  and  recorded 
moving  spool  of  graph 
. To  start  the  game  the 
" with  the  highest  recorded 
goes  first.  The  number  of 
; you  take  will  be  your  own 
rate  divided  by  ten.  The 
1 in  charge  of  the  pulse 
lgs  and  the  general  pro- 
of the  game  is  the  ‘analyst’ 
t is  his  job  to  settle  any 
3nces  of  opinion  that  may 
Group  Therapy  being  the 
lg  game  that  it  is,  there 
ndoubtedly  be  many  differ- 
of  opinion — in  which  case 
ild  be  wise  to  have  a phleg- 
‘analyst’  at  all  times. 


DREAM 

CARDS 


All  the  squares  of  the  game 
have  been  labelled  with  various 
psychological  and  physiological 
maladies  (i.e. — cretinism,  delu- 
sions of  grandeur,  fantasies 
dwarfiism,  phobias,  and  success- 
ful catharsis).  Some  of  the 
squares  are  labelled  ‘Freudian 
slips’  and  others  are  labelled 
‘dream  cards’.  If  a player  lands 
on  either  of  these  square  he  is 
obligated  to  pick  a card  from 
the  decks  on  the  board  so  named. 
An  example  of  a ‘dream  card’ 
could  be  “Long  freight  train — 
sex  motif  recognized — move  for- 
ward three  squares.”  An  exam- 
ple of  a ‘Freudian  slip’  could  be 
“He  gave  me  a nipple  change  in- 
stead of  a nickel  change”  move 
back  three  squares.  Sophisti- 
cated players  will  recognize 
many  of  their  own  dreams  and 
Freudian  slips  within  the  pro- 
gress of  the  game.  This  is  noth- 
ing to  worry  about. 

Besides  being  plugged  into  the 
pulse  recorder,  each  player  has 
a personal  graph  with  which  to 
record  his  progress.  Certain 
squares  have  positive  numbers 
on  them  while  others  have  nega- 
tive numbers.  The  object  of  the 
game  is  remain  for  three  con- 
secutive turns  on  the  ‘median’ 
point  of  your  graph.  Your  posi- 
tion is  plotted  by  adding  the 
minuses  and  pluses  after  each 
turn.  Anyone  who  lands  on  a 


‘trauma’  block  loses  a turn  and 
may  not  leave  unless  (or  until) 
he  has  a pulse  reading  of  120. 
This  may  sound  difficult,  but  the 
amount  of  frustration  that  builds 
up  after  misisng  several  turns 
aids  pulse  speed. 

At  first  glance,  the  pointless- 
ness and  frustrations  of  the 
game  may  seem  depressing.  It 
must  be  remembered,  however, 
that  the  society  upon  which  the 
game  is  based  has  similar  quali- 
ties. 

NOTE: 

It  must  be  mentioned  that 
attempts  at  cheating  should  be 
met  with  severe  punishment 
(say  immediate  placement  on 
the  ‘trauma’  block).  For  those 
who  want  to  take  a chance  at 
some  mild  cheating  it  is  sug- 
gested that  certain  tranquilli- 
zers and  stimulants  greatly 
affect  pulse  rate.  Caution,  of 
course,  must  be  exercised  as  too 
long  a stay  on  the  ‘trauma’  block 
may  result  in  ‘extended  trauma’ 
(that  is  to  say  the  trauma  will 
continue  long  after  the  game  it- 
self is  over) . 

P.S. 

Be  sure  to  look  for  the  next  ex- 
citing game  in  this  series  soon 
to  be  released — Unwed  Mother. 
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Sanitary 
Rest  Rooms 

at 


DAN'S 

GULF 


Definition  of  Rhythm  Method 
Vatican  Roulette 

Sportsdealer:  . . and  this 

model  goes  from  zero  to  60  in 
5 seconds,  will  cruise  at  150  and 
can  still  stop  on  a dime.” 

Customer:  “What  happens 

then.” 

Dealer:  “A  small  putty  knife 
emerges  from  the  dashboard  and 
scrapes  you  off  the  windshield.” 

4*  'H  H* 

She  was  only  the  sheriff’s 
daughter  but  everyone  loved  her 
posse. 

* * * 

Then  there  was  the  mountain 
man  who  put  a silencer  on  his 
shotgun  because  his  daughter 
wanted  a quiet  wedding. 

* * * 

There  was  a man  who  came  to 
the  psychiatrist  and  unfolded 
before  the  doctor  his  life  story, 
his  emotions,  his  habits  and 
everything  else  he  could  think  of. 

“Well,”  said  the  doctor,  “there 
doesn’t  seem  to  be  anything 
wrong  with  you.  You’re  as  sane 
as  I am.” 

‘But,”  said  the  patient,  a note 
of  horror  creeping  over  his 
face,  “it’s  these  butterflies.  I 
can’t  stand  them.  They’re  all 
over  me.” 

“For  heaven’s  sake,”  cried  the 
doctor,  recoiling,  “don’t  brush 
them  off  on  me.” 


A farmer,  wishing  to  increase 
his  livestock,  placed  his  sow  in 
the  wheelbarrow  and  trundled 
her  to  his  neighbor’s  farm 
where  he  placed  her  in  the  pen 
with  his  friend’‘s  boar.  Return- 
ing her  to  her  own  pen,  he  wait- 
ed the  prescribed  time.  When  no 
additions  appeared  in  her  pen, 
he  placed  her  in  the  wheelbar- 
row again  and  repeated  the  pro- 
cedure. Still  no  success.  After 
waiting  the  prescribed  time  af- 
ter the  third  such  episode,  he 
asked  his  wife  at  the  breakfast 
table  if  she  had  noticed  any  of 
the  signs  that  they  were  looking 
for. 

Looking  out  the  window,  she 
replied,  “No,  but  she’s  back  in 
the  wheelbarrow.” 


A guy  walked  into  a southern 
bar  recently  and  after  a few 
drinks,  he  shouted  out  for  the 
world  to  know,  “Lyndon  John- 
son is  a horse’s  ass.” 

No  sooner  were  these  words 
out  of  his  mouth  than  six  of  the 
biggest  men  at  the  bar  grabbed 
him  and  proceeded  to  beat  the 
hell  out  of  him. 

Finally  he  was  allowed  to 
crawl  out  of  the  tavern,  and  as 
he  was  leaving  he  mumbled  to 
himself.  “I  really  made  a mis- 
take. This  must  be  Johnson 
country.” 

One  of  the  six  heard  the  re- 
mark and  replied,  “No,  Strang- 
er, this  is  horse  country!” 


We  are  the  only  country  in 
the  world  where  we  lock  up  the 
jury  every  night  and  let  the 
prisoners  go  home. 


|i 
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WHILE 
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digging  through  the  files  of  a 
Japanese  TV  station  one  day, 
the  Yahoo  found  the  script  of  an 
old  weather  report.  It  seemed 
interesting  and  so  we  decided  to 
use  it . . . 

“ . . . and  that  wraps  up  the 
local  news.  Now  WNIP-TV 
presents  Harold  Kirusawa,  your 
Mitsubishi  Aircraft  Weather- 
man with  today’s  Weather  Re- 
port . . ” 

(Fade  out  . . . pan  in  on  Har- 
old Kirusawa.) 

“Hello,  folks  . . . this  is  Harold 
Kirusawa  with  today’s  weather. 

Well,  it’ll  be  a scorcher  today 
in  downtown  Hiroshima  ...  a 
record  two  million,  five  hundred 
thousand  degrees,  surpassing 
the  record  ninety-eight  degrees 
in  1944.  Almost  the  entire  city 
will  probably  leave  their  homes 
to  escape  the  heat. 

There’ll  be  high  winds,  rang- 
ing up  to  two  hundred  thousand 
miles  an  hour  in  the  suburbs. 
Even  though  the  sky  will  be 
highly  overcast  with  a strange 
mushroom  shaped  cloud,  this 
won’t  prevetn  anyone  from  get- 
ting a nice  tan  . . . 

Let’s  take  a look  at  the  old 
Weather  Map  . . . 

(Pan  in  on  weather  map) 

Best  we  not  get  too  close  to 
it . . . 

For  those  of  you  who  have 
color  TV,  our  map  is  a nice 
glowing  green  . . . 

Today’s  weather  is  caused  by 
a high  pressure  area  over  down- 
town Hiroshima  which  is  related 
to  high  pressure  from  Washing- 


ton, D.  C.  . . . We  can  see  that 
this  same  high  pressure  area 
will  soon  be  forming  over  Naga- 
saki and  if  the  pressure  keeps 
up,  over  Tokyo  . . . they  will 
probably  be  getting  more  of  the 
same  weather  we  got  today. 

It  is  interesting  to  note  that 
today’s  weather  won’t  interfere 
with  any  flights  over  the  city  . . . 

(Fade  in  on  Harold  Kiru- 
sawa) 

Well,  folks,  that’s  today’s  fore- 
cast . . . this  is  Harold  Kirusawa, 
who  will  tomorrow  be  brought 
to  you  by  Boeing  Aircraft  at 
this  same  time,  this  same  . . . 
same  . . .” 

(Everything  fades  out) 


An  elderly  man  of  convivial 
habits  was  hauled  before  a 
judge.  “You’re  charged  with  be- 
ing intoxicated  and  disorderly,” 
snapped  the  judge.  “Have  you 
anything  to  say?” 

“Man’s  inhumanity  to  man 
makes  thousands  mourn,”  began 
the  accused  in  a flight  of  orato- 
ry. “I  am  not  so  debased  as  Poe, 
so  profligate  as  Byron,  so  un- 
grateful as  Keats,  so  intemper- 
ate as  Burns,  so  demented  as 
Tennyson,  so  vulgar  as  Shakes- 
peare— ” 

“That’ll  do,”  interrupted  the 
judge.  “Seven  days,  and,  officer, 
take  down  those  names  he  men- 
tioned and  round  ’em  up.  I think 
we’re  on  to  something  big.” 


At  a small  hotel  in  Miami 
Beach  a young  lady  was  on  the 
roof  taking  a sunbath  clad  only 
in  a bikini.  In  looking  around 
she  discovered  there  were  no  tall 
buildings  nearby,  so  she  decided 
to  take  a real  sunbath.  Taking 
off  her  bikini  and  lying  on  her 
stomach,  she  was  enjoying  her- 
self when  she  heard  footsteps 
approaching.  She  quickly 
grabbed  a towel  and  looked  up 
to  see  the  manager  approaching. 

“Young  lady,  we  do  not  mind 
your  sunbathing,  but  we  do  not 


allow  nude  sunbathing!” 

“But  there  are  no  high  build- 
ings close  enough  to  see  me,” 
she  protested. 

“I  know,”  he  replied,  “but  you 
are  lying  on  the  skylight  over 
the  dining  room.” 


“I  asked  her  if  she  was  do- 
ing anything  last  night  and  she 
said  she  wasn’t.  I took  her  out 
out  sure  enough — she  wasn’t.” 


“Are  you  a natural  born  citi- 
zen of  the  United  States?” 

“No,  a Caesearean.” 


FOR  A GOOD  FIT 


Go  to  the 
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The  franc  is  local  currency  in  France. 
So  is  this. 


13m tk  of  America 


*;  :”asmv  ikv>\ 

OUJKv'UNl  V I 


VVJM'SU 

sax  n<\v\w. 


IV  l XITK1)  Xtyi  nx 

TWh.vTV  noi.iJvitH 


Whether  the  bill  is  in  francs,  or  lira,  oryen,  you  can  pay 
with  BANK  OF  AMERICA  TRAVELERS  CHEQUES 

— known  and  accepted  wherever  you  go  throughout 
the  world.  Loss-proof  and  theft-proof,  they’re  the  kind 
of  money  you  never  have  to  worry  about;  money  only 
you  can  spend.  Sold  by  leading  banks  everywhere. 


AND  THIS 
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ONE  IS  FOR  . . . 


SOME  RECORD  DEDICATIONS 


DORMS  JAIL  HOUSE  ROCK 

DINING  COMMONS  THE  FLY 

CO-EDS  LOUIE,  LOUIE 

FATHERS  OF  CO-EDS  SHOTGUN 

GEOLOGY  DEPT HOW  MANY  YEARS  CAN  A MOUNTAIN  STAND 

R.O.T.C GOD  SAVE  AMERICA 

ADMINISTRATION  THE  JERK 

STUDENT  SENATE  A THOUSAND  FOOLS 

PRESIDENT  LEDERLE  LEADER  OF  THE  PACK 

DEAN  CURTIS  LEADER  OF  THE  LAUNDROMAT 

FRATERNITIES  - CHUGALUG 

SORORITIES  IN  WITH  THE  IN-CROWD 

GRADUATION  TURN  ME  LOOSE 

AMHERST  DOWNTOWN 

CAMPUS  LIFE  _ GOODBYE,  CRUEL  WORLD, 

I’M  OFF  TO  JOIN  THE  CIRCUS 

INFIRMARY  THAT  OLD  BLACK  MAGIC 

THE  ORCHARD  I’M  LOVING  YOU  NOW 

MEN’S  JUDICIARY  WITH  GOD  ON  OUR  SIDE 

BIOLOGY  DEPT THE  BIRDS  AND  THE  BEES 

WALTER  JENKINS  I WANT  TO  HOLD  YOUR  HAND 

TESTS  RING  OF  FIRE 

FACULTY  DOES  YOUR  CHEWING  GUM  LOSE  IT’S 

FLAVOR  ON  THE  BEDPOST  OVERNIGHT 

FRATERNITY  PARTY  A GIRL  BECOMES  A WOMAN  OVERNIGHT 

DORM  ROOMS  THERE’S  WHISKEY  IN  THE  JAR 

BOMB  SCARES  TWIST  AND  SHOUT 

DIRTY  GORDY  LINEN  SHEETS  WE  SHALL  OVERCOME 

BACK  OF  THE  HATCH  WOOLY  BULLY 

CAMPUS  POND  MUDDY  RIVER 

CAMPUS  ROADS  MUDDY  RIVER 

CAMPUS  MUDDY  RIVER 

ORCHARD  DORMS  CLIMB  EVERY  MOUNTAIN 

CAMPUS  POLICE  IT  AIN’T  ME  YOU’RE  LOOKIN’  FOR 

PHYS.  ED.  DEPT BEETHOVEN’S  NINTH  SYMPHONY, 

HARRY,  THE  HAIRY  APE 

ALUMNI  MONEY 

ADVICE  TO  STUDENTS  „ RUNAWAY 

TANGERINE  BOWL  TRAGEDY 

THE  DRAKE  „ HOUSE  OF  THE  RISING  SUN 

STOCKBRIDGE  ....._ OLD  MacDONALD 

FINALS  THIS  COULD  BE  THE  LAST  TIME 

STUDENTS  BEANS  IN  OUR  EARS 

BARRY  I’M  A LOSER 

THE  RECORDS  OFFICE  YOU’RE  CHEATIN’  HEART 

I.B.M IF  I HAD  A HAMMER 
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A pretty  young  thing  went 
into  the  drugstore  to  buy  some- 
thing or  other  and  handed  the 
clerk  a five  dollar  bill. 

“Just  a minute,”  said  the 
clerk,  “this  bill  is  real.” 

“Awk,”  shrieked  the  girl, 
“that  bill  was  supposed  to  be 
counterfeit  so  I could  scream 
that  I’ve  been  raped.  This  damn 

magazine  loused  up  the  joke.” 

* * * 

“Who  was  that  lady  I saw 
with  you  last  night?” 

“That  wasn’t  a lady,  that  was 
the  clerk  in  the  Mark  Hopkins 
Hotel.” 

“Oh.” 

* * * 

She:  “How  did  you  find  the 
men  at  the  party?” 

Her:  “I  just  opened  the  door 
marked  ‘MEN’  and  there  they 
were.” 


What  about  the  moron  who 
killed  his  mother  and  father  to 
go  to  the  orphans’  picnic — and 
then  it  rained. 


A young  lady  wih  a touch  of 
hay  fever  took  two  handker- 
chiefs with  her  to  a dinner  par- 
ty. She  stuck  one  of  them  in 
her  bosom.  At  dinner  she  be- 
gan rummaging  to  the  right  and 
the  left  in  her  bosom,  searching 
for  the  fresh  handkerchief.  En- 
grossed in  her  search,  she  sud- 
denly realized  that  the  conver- 
sation had  ceased  and  people 
were  watching  her,  fascinated. 

In  confusion,  she  murmured, 
“I  know  I had  two  when  I came 
in.” 


A guy  walked  into  a Green- 
wich Village  bar  and  saw  a pret- 
ty young  girl — unescorted.  “Are 
we  here  for  the  same  thing?”  he 
queried. 

“Yeah,”  she  replied,  “let’s  go 
out  and  pick  up  a couple  of 
chicks.” 


We  like  the  explanation  of 
Conditioned  Reflex  given  by  one 
of  Pavlov’s  dogs  to  another: 
“Did  you  ever  notice,”  he  said, 
“how  every  time  the  bell  rings 
the  old  idiot  brings  us  food?” 


“I  went  out  last  night  with  a 
girl  who  reallv  had  something.” 
“So?” 

“I  think  I’ve  got  it.” 


For  three  years  I was  an  Elk 
— then  I moved  to  Greenwich 
Village  and  became  an  odd  fel- 
low. 


“Gee,  pardon  me  for  slapping 
your  face.  I thought  you  were 
trying  to  steal  my  sorority  pin.” 


And  then  there  was  a sleepy 
bride  who  couldn’t  stay  awake 
for  a second. 


A man  walked  into  one  of  the 
fashionable  restaurants  in  one 
of  the  emerging  nations  of  Afri- 
ca. The  menu  listed  the  follow- 


ing items: 

Broiled  Englishman $1.00 

Broiled  Frenchman  $1.00 

Broiled  Italian  $1.00 


Broiled  American  Beatnik  $5.00 
When  the  man  asked  why  the 
American  Beatnik  was  more  ex- 
pensive, the  waitress  answered: 
“You  ever  try  to  clean  one, 
hon?” 


ONLY  HAMILTON  I.  NEWELL,  INC.,  PRINTS 


THIS  NEW  AMERICAN  CURRENCY 
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recent  months,  other  college  humor  mags  have  come  out  with  a rash  (ugh)  of 
Super  characters  (Supertool,  Wonder  Warthog)  and  Yahoo,  not  wishing  to  be 
caught  with  our  Freudian  slip  showing,  has  created  one  of  its  own.  So  now, 
with  apologies  to  Sigmund  and  Ann,  here  is  ...  . 


reporter  Eugene  Gaugh. 
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PEOPLE  FROM 
PODLOK  OR:  ODE 
OF  CATATONIC 
COLERIDGE 

bij  Burgess  Needle 

Professor  Lowe,  in  his  Road 
to  Xanadu,  touches  on  some 
rather  enlightening  interpreta- 
tions of  Coleridge’s  Kubla  Khan, 
but  contemporary  readers  have 
yet  to  be  enlightend  on  the  more 
esoteric  aspects  of  The  Mariner 
(Re:  Rhyme  of  . . .).  Now  is 
the  time  for  a critic  to  have  his 
say  and  come  forth,  at  last,  with 
a true  Freudian  explanation  (one 
might  even  say  — exploitation) 
of  this  opium  spewed  master- 
piece. The  crux  (or  loci)  of  the 
problem  lies  with  the  guest  of 
the  wedding  ceremony  that  is  in 
progress  as  the  narrative  begins. 
Try  as  he  must  have  Coleridge 
could  not  disguise  this  tragic 
figure  (see  Hamlet  - W.  Shake- 
speare) who,  in  reality,  poses 
one  of  the  greatest  hoaxes  of  re- 
cent western  literature  (for 
‘hoax’  see  Hicks — Saturday  Re- 
view). The  author  furiously 
builds  ego  defense  mechanisms 
(see  the  actual  voyage  of  the 
mariner — alter  ego)  to  hide  the 
the  true  narcistic  perspective 
that  underlies  the  facade  of  the 
tale.  As  T.  S.  Eliot  quoted, 
“Mistah  Kurtz,  he  dead !”  so  does 
Coleridge  say,  “Water,  water 
everywhere  . . .”  etc.  and  this 
hint,  this  tangetal  yet  all  too  im- 
plicit barb  at  humanity,  shows 
its  scaly  thread  throughout.  Yes ! 
And  what  is  ‘water’  exactly,  but 
a revealing  glimpse  of  the  re- 
pressed Coleridge  coming  to  the 
fore.  How  early,  yes  how  early, 
was  Coleridge  weaned?  Empiri- 
cal evidence  is  lacking,  of  course, 
but  the  idea,  yes  the  idea  ...  ah, 
that  idea!  of  inherent  fertility 
does  peek  its  scrubby  head 


through  the  symbolic  mists  of 
the  poem.  Coleridge’s  success 
with  women,  yet  lack  of  bastard 
children  proves  his  lust  for  an 
heir  (see  his  sonnets  to  a dark 
haired  lady)  and  his  final  turn- 
ing away  from  heterosexual 
gratification  to  the  onanistic 
Elk’s  Party  type  journey  that 


the  Mariner  takes.  Why  were 
there  no  women  aboard?  Ex- 
actly! Coleridge  never  answers 
this  question.  And  why?  Ah, 
the  hint  of  mint,  the  precious 
glimpse,  the  SIGN  — “ . . . all 
the  boards  did  shrink !”  What 
more  1 ask?  What  more?  (see 
Poe  — “Nevermore!”) 
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It  seems  there  was  this  res- 
taurant where  the  manager  was 
very  strict.  All  day  he  would 
watch  the  waitresses,  and  if  he 
caught  them  loafing,  or  if  they 
broke  anything,  he  took  it  out 
of  their  pay. 

Well,  one  particularly  busy 
day,  one  waitress  had  been  rush- 
ing from  the  tables  to  the  kitch- 
en and  back  again  for  hours. 
She  was  the  nervous  type  any- 
way, and  with  the  boss  always 
watching  her,  she  was  really 
nervous.  While  she  was  clearing 
one  of  the  tables,  she  accidently 
knocked  the  sugar  bowl  onto  the 
floor,  breaking  it. 

Looking  up,  she  saw  that  the 
boss  hadn’t  seen  her,  so  quickly 
she  picked  up  the  pieces  of  the 
broken  bowl  and  threw  them 
into  a wastebasket.  However, 
the  cubes  of  sugar  were  still 
scattered  all  over  the  floor.  In 
desperation  (a  litle  town  outside 
of  Chicago),  she  picked  up  the 
sugar  and  dropped  it  down  the 
front  of  her  dress.  A little  later 
a man  came  in  and  ordered  a 
cup  of  coffee. 

When  the  waitress  returned 
with  the  man’s  coffee,  she  stam- 
mered hastily,  “Sugar,  sir?” 

“Yes,  please.” 

Quickly  she  reached  down  the 
front  of  her  dress,  extracted 
two  cubes  and  placed  them  in 
the  coffee. 

“Cream,  sir?” 

“You  wouldn’t  dare!” 


MALCOLM  X IS  ALIVE  IN 
ARGENTINA 
* * * 

EVA  PERON  IS  ALIVE  IN 
GERMANY 
* * * 

Prosecutor:  “Now  tell  the 

court  how  you  came  to  take  the 
car.” 

Defendant:  “Well,  the  car  was 
parked  in  front  of  the  cemetery, 
so  naturally,  I thought  the  own- 
er was  dead.  . .” 


A travelling  salesman  ran  out 
of  gas  one  evening  on  a lonely 
road  and  asked  at  a farmhouse 
if  he  could  have  accommodations 
for  the  night. 

“I  reckon  so,”  said  the  farmer, 
“if  you  don’t  mind  sharing  a 
room  with  my  son.” 

“Good  Lord,”  gasped  the 
salesman,  “I’m  in  the  wrong 
joke!” 
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Now,  as  school  comes  to  a close, 
what  better  things  are  left  to  be 
thought  about  than  this  issue’s 
Yahoo  Queen,  Miss  Nancy  Lupo. 
Nancy  is  a sophomore  English 
major  from  Reading,  Mass.,  and 
lives  in  Brooks,  third  window  from 
the  left. 
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Did  you  ever  wonder  where  jokes 
come  from?  Well,  I always  did. 
SOMEBODY,  SOMEWHERE 
has  to  write  them.  Figure  it 
this  way.  Most  of  the  jokes  in 
this  magazine  appeared  in  other 
college  magazines  and  those 
magazines,  in  turn,  used  hours. 
It  is  one  big  circle.  But,  of 
course,  from  there,  working 
backward,  these  jokes  must  have 
appeared  in  some  other  type 
magazine  or  have  been  told  to 
the  staffs  by  someone.  They,  in 
turn,  have  been  circulated  in  the 
realm  of  the  public  for  God 
knows  how  long.  Where  did 
they  come  from?  Who  is  the 
prolific  little  mind  that  has  been 
supplying  mankind  with  humor, 
whether  clean  or  dirty,  for  the 
longest  age. 

I decided  to  do  some  research. 
It  stands  to  reason  that  a per- 
centage of  jokes  have  been  cre- 
ated by  the  public  by  people  that 
have  since  never  been  able  to 
ever  again  mutter  a humorous 
utterance.  It  was  a one  shot 
deal.  But  there  exists  some- 
where on  this  earth  a man,  hith- 
erto, incognito,  who  has  been 
turning  them  out,  day  and  night, 
to  the  delight  of  human  minds 
everywhere.  Searching  and  trac- 
ing diligently,  I came  up  with  a 
lead.  Believe  it  or  not,  a local 
bartender,  (bartenders  are, 
allegedly,  along  with  cabbies  and 
barbers,  supposed  to  be  able  to 
reel  off  a good  one  constantly  as 
the  days  wears  on)  met  a man 
once  that  knew  literally  hundreds 
of  jokes,  jokes  that  until  then, 
he  had  never  heard  and  now,  to- 
day, are  all  classics  of  mirth. 

The  man  was  the  clerk  of  the 
Mark  Hopkins  Hotel. 

And  there  I went.  Behind  the 


desk  of  the  Mark  Hopkins  Hotel 
was  a little  old  man,  kind  of 
shrivelled  and  he  looked  as 
though  he  had  the  humor  of 
President  McKinley.  I didn’t 
know  how  to  approach  this  sup- 
posed genius  so  I just  walked  up 
and  asked,  “What’s  funny?” 

He  looked  up,  quizzically,  and 
examined  my  typical  manner  of 
dress  and  said,  “Where  were  you 
when  it  hit  the  fan  ?” 

I had  found  my  man. 

I told  him  why  I had  come, 
and  he  seemed  delighted.  He 
didn’t  seem  cynical  at  all  like  I 
had  expected  and,  in  fact,  he  was 
quite  jovial.  He,  then,  told  me 
his  story. 

“It  all  started  when  I was  a 
travelling  salesman,”  he  said. 
“I  was  with  my  wife  at  the  time 
and  we  were  in  the  country  when 
we  found  ourselves  stranded.  We 
stopped  at  a local  farmhouse  and, 
the  farmer  put  us  up  for  the 
night.  He  was  a suspicious  in- 
dividual. He  thought  I was  eye- 
ing his  lovely  young  daughter. 
I was,  but  that  was  beside  the 
point.  That  next  morning,  he 
asked  me,  “who  was  that  lady 
I saw  you  with  last  night?”  He 
was  pointing  a shotgun  at  me 
and  cringed  as  I said,  “That  was 
no  lady,  that  was  my  wife.”  All 
of  a sudden,  the  farmer  burst 
out  in  hysterics.  I didn’t  under- 
stand, but  the  humor  of  his  situ- 
ation made  him  put  his  gun 
down,  and  we  rushed  from  the 
premises.  As  we  walked  down 
the  road,  we  noticed  some  smoke 
in  the  distance  and  when  we  got 
there,  there  were  these  stupid 
ducks  putting  ou  this  forest  fire 
with  their  webbed  feet.  The 
ducks  were  part  of  this  travel- 
ling circus  and  the  elephants 
just  reeked  of  peanuts  on  their 
breath.  On  the  way,  we  met  this 
couple,  the  boy  had  a sweatshirt 
that  had  the  letter  ‘W’  on  it  for 
Wisconsin  and  the  girl  with  an 
‘M’  on  her  chest. 


Arriving  in  town,  I went  into 
this  bar,  but  the  only  people  in 
it  was  a couple  of  irate  bartend- 
ers and  a fan  that  smelled  terri- 
bly. Walking  out,  I met  some 
idiotic  little  green  man  who 
asked  me  to  take  him  to  the  per- 
son who  ran  the  place.  The 
whole  situation  was  idiotic. 

I ran  into  all  kinds  of  people, 
Scotsmen  who  were  doing  the 
limbo  under  the  pay  toilet  door, 
a cripple  with  a rubber  crutch, 
a king  who  wanted  more  land, 
a deaf  mute  with  three  broken 
fingers.  . .” 

He  went  on  and  on.  After  his 
story  was  through,  I bid  him 
goodbye  and  walked  out  into  the 
street,  somewhat  disheartened. 
The  man  that  I thought  may 
have  been  the  world’s  great  un- 
sung humorist  only  turned  out 
to  be  the  world’s  greatest 
straight  man,  only  the  man  who 
ended  up  with  the  custard  on 
his  face. 

And  then  a funny  thing  hap- 
pened to  me  on  my  way  out  of 
the  Mark  Hopkins  Hotel;  a bum 
stopped  me  and  asked  me  for 
ten  dollars  for  a cup  of  coffee. 
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Reprinted  from  an  April 
COLLEGIAN , no  comment. 

Personol 

Would  like  Freshman  date  for 
Military  Ball,  May  15.  Prefer 
personable  and  attractive  girl. 
Call  or  write  c/o  320  Mills. 

A150  A8+1 


DIAL-A-BOMB 


(Subsidy  of  A-T’nT) 

We  Deliver 


Offices  in 
Amherst,  Mass. 


Also:  new  slogan  for  IBM 
cards:  “DO  NOT  FOLD  STA- 
PLE MUTILATE  OR  BITE” 


Student:  “What  did  you  do 
with  my  shirt?” 

Roommate : “I  sent  it  to  the 
laundry.” 

Student:  “Gads!  The  whole 

history  of  England  was  on  the 
cuffs!” 


“How  many  drinks  does  it 
take  you  to  make  you  dizzy?” 
“Three,  and  my  name  isn’t 
Dizzy !” 


“Do  you  enjoy  Browning?” 
“No,  but  I often  have  to  re- 
sort to  it  around  exams.” 


What’s  the  difference  between 
Santa  Claus  and  God? 

Santa  Claus  is  real. 


Do  you  know  that  you  pay 
$11,992.50  on  the  Student  Sen- 
ate each  year? 


Husband : After  I get  up  in 
the  morning  and  shave,  I feel 
ten  years  younger. 

Wife:  Why  don’t  you  shave 

before  you  go  to  bed? 


“Did  you  follow  my  advice 
about  kissing  women  when  they 
least  expect  it?”  “Oh,  hell,”  said 
the  fellow  with  the  swollen  eye, 
“I  thought  you  said  where.” 


Burglar  (after  being  caught 
stealing  in  an  old  maid’s  bed- 
room) : Please  lady,  let  me  go,  I 
never  did  anything  wrong!” 

Old  Maid  (all  smiles)  : “Well, 
it’s  never  too  late  to  learn !” 


AMHERST 
PAINT  AND 
WALL  PAPER 


Ode  To  A Trout 
Once  there  was  a little  boy 
Named  Harold 
Who  went  fishing  one  day  and 
Caught  a trout; 

And  there  isn’t  a damn  thing 
Funny  about  that, 

Except  that  he  had  no  arms 
Or  legs 

And  when  he  caught  the  fish  he 
Fell  in  and  drowned. 

. . . Up  yours,  Harold. 
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1 A.  is  for  Agriculture 
Which,  through  compliance 
May  soon  be  a part 
Of  the  school  of  Life  Science. 


B is  for  Bartlett 
An  art  gallery  it’s  not 
Take  for  example 
That  one  stolen  pot. 


C is  for  Curtis 
Who  puts  to  waste 
The  effort  exerted 
To  keep  co-eds  chaste. 


D is  for  Debauch, 
For  one  we  yen 
Aren’t  we  all 
Dirtv  old  men ! 
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E is  for  Engineering 
Great  for  those  tools 
Who  don’t  mind  dating 
Decilog,  slide  rules. 


F is  for  Field 
The  Dean  with  the  smile. 
It’s  as  good  as  a shovel 
For  throwing  a pile. 

G 


String 


H is  for  High  School, 
You  left  it  with  a sigh. 
Well  welcome  back 
To  Metawampe  High. 

1 is  for  Ignatz 
A bit  of  a fag. 

When  you  see  Ignatz, 
Say,  “Go  bite  the  bag.” 

J is  for  Junk, 
Sometimes  called  pot. 
You  can’t  buy  it  here, 
Our  pushers  got  caught. 
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K is  for  Kappa 
The  KKG’s,  so  fair, 

Faces  are  nice, 

Personalities  aren’t  there. 

L is  for  Lederle, 

Sometimes  called  Phantom. 

He  often  makes  promises, 

But  usually  recants  them. 

M is  for  Machmer, 

House  of  Deans  so  great, 

Lone  building  on  campus 
That  needs  Kaopectate. 

N is  for  Nymphomania, 
Necrophilia,  and  Nitro 
Glycerin.  Need  I say 
more. 

O is  for  Oh, 

A moan  or  a cry, 

A groan  or  a sigh, 

Or  an  awfuly  nice  shape  for  all 
kinds  of  things. 

P is  for  Pan 
God  of  fertility. 

Wouldst  one  could  find 
The  needed  facility. 

Q is  for  Queue, 

When  increased  in  size 
Caused  the  Kopper  Kettle’s 
Debauch  and  demise. 

R is  for  ROTC 
Keeping  America  free. 

We’d  probably  be  safer 
With  Troop  53. 

S is  for  Student, 

There  aren’t  any  here. 

They’re  all  at  the  Drake 
Swimming  in  beer. 

T is  for  Tangerine 
A bowl  decried  by  some. 

We  could  have  gone  to  the  toilet 
And  got  a better  outcome. 

U is  for  Union 

Where  the  Hatch  can  be  found 
On  Friday  night  it  resembles 
The  local  dog  pound. 

V is  for  Vic, 

Coach  of  grid  men  so  sweaty. 
With  a salary  like  his, 

His  last  name  should  be  Getty. 

W is  for  Winsome, 

A description  of  a lass. 

It  fits  very  few 
Of  the  girls  at  UMass. 

(Continued  on  next  page) 
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X is  for 

Oh,  the  hell  with  it ! 

Y is  for  Young  Independents, 
They  have  themselves  a ball. 
They  leap  and  scream,  and 
march  and  stomp, 

And  picket  anything  at  all. 

Z is  for  Zounds, 

A cry  of  surprise 

From  the  orchard  night  watch- 


man 

Who  can’t  believe  his  eyes. 


c 
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v CIGARETTES 

We’ve  been  through 
Elephants  and  Grapes.  Now  try 
a new  taste  sensation:  CAMEL 
JOKES 


Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

Yahoo:  Get  humped! 


Arab:  IIow  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

Zoologist:  That’s  not  a camel 
that’s  a dromedary. 

Arab:  Get  humped. 

'n 

Student  Senate: 

Would  you  be  opposed  to  the 
purchase  of  one  or  wo  camels  to 
be  placed  around  the  campus 
pond?  Yes No 

'to 

Arab : How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

Israeli : You’ve  got  two  sec- 
onds to  cross  back  and  then  we 
start  shooting. 

'to 

Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

Camel : How  would  you  like  a 
hoof  right  in  the  mouth? 

'to 

Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

Gov.  Wallace:  What  color? 

'to 


ft 

Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel  ? 

Governor  Volpe:  I’ll  see  that 
the  State  purchases  10,000  of 
them  if  I get  . . . 


Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

U.S. : No. 


Arab : How  you  would  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

U.S.S.R. : yes,  good  comrade. 
U.S. : Now  we’ll  buy  one. 

'to 


Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

UMie : a what? 

'to 

Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel  ? 

Jenkins:  Male  or  female? 

'to 

Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

Elephant:  Creamy  or  chunk 

style? 

'to 

Tourist:  I’d  lik  to  buy  a cam- 
el. 

Arab:  Filter  tip  or  regular? 

'to 

Arab:  How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel  ? 

Lawrence  of  Arabia:  Jenkins 
just  bought  one  for  me. 

'to 

Did  you  hear  about  the  wise 
man  who  was  late  because  his 
camel  had  a flat? 

'to 

Arab : How  would  you  like  to 
buy  a camel? 

Candy : Give  me  your  hump. 

'to 


— Axel 
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DID  YOU  EVER  GET  THE  IDEA  THAT  THAT  ALL-AMERICAN 
MEDIUM,  THE  COMIC  STRIP.  IS  NO  LONGER  REPRESENTATIVE 
OF  THESE  HARD  TIMES?  THAT  THE  CHARACTERS  IUST 
DON'T  ACT  LIKE  THE  REAL  AMERICAN?  TRY  THESE. 

REALISTIC  COMIC  STRIPS 


Mah  Heaves  j £acia<- 


J-  ABNER.  THESIS  2-iJ 

KAOAU  DEMOisl9TfZ.AT2>^  ) 

rtece...  aun 
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A lawyer  was  sitting  in  his 
office  one  morning,  when  in 
came  a pretty  young  lady.  .“I 
want  a divorce  from  my  hus- 
band,” she  said,  without  any 
preliminaries. 

“On  what  grounds?”  asked  the 
lawyer. 

“I  don’t  think  he’s  faithful  to 
me,”  she  replied. 

“And  what  makes  you  think 
so,”  continued  the  lawyer. 

“Well,”  replied  the  woman, 
“I’m  pretty  sure  he’s  not  the 
father  of  my  child.” 


J 
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Are  topless  bathing  suits  and 
convertible  car  indications  of 
our  drooping  moral  code  today? 
Are  pop-top  beer  cans  opening 
a new  hole,  a split,  in  the  body 
of  our  moral  community  ? When 
will  revealing  stretch  pants  stop 
closing  in  on  our  basic  concepts 
of  decent  behavior? 

These  are  the  questions  that 
responsible  Americans  should  be 
asking  others  today. 

With  the  development  of  the 
topless  bathing  suit  the  Ameri- 
can public  was  on  the  rutted, 
jouncing  road  to  sin.  The  same 
road  which  has  been  well-paved 
by  the  increased  use  of  the  con- 
vertible. We  all  know  how  the 
moon  and  the  stars  can  combine 
to  lower  the  resistance  of  many 
of  our  virtuous  young  girls. 
Now,  with  the  acceptance  of 
that  immoral  topless  bathing 
wear,  the  problem  has  reached 
monumental  dimensions  hitherto 
unknown.  It  is  positively  alarm- 
ing what  the  combined  effects  of 
a topless  bathing  suit  and  a moon 
will  have  on  today’s  younger 
generation. 


it  is  indeed  a tight  situation. 

Easy-open  soft  top  beer  cans 
only  help  in  making  it  harder 
for  young  people  today.  Not 
only  harder  to  resist  the  tempta- 
tion of  alcoholic  beverages,  but 
also  harder  to  overcome  the 
pleasant  stigma  attached  to  the 
consumption  of  alcoholic  bever- 
ages. Beer  is  considered  the 
morally  loose  fly  in  today’s  sex- 
ual ointment. 

This  beer  problem  is  also  diffi- 
cult to  pigeon-hole  into  any  one 
category  for  resolution.  Soon  it 
will  be  too  hard  to  put  in  any 
hole  and  a serious  crisis  will 
erupt.  Beer  is  indeed  a tough 
nut  to  crack.  However,  if  we, 
as  responsive  Americans,  be- 
come coldly  calculating  in  our 
approach  to  this  sexual  dilemma, 
the  problem  should  shrink  to  its 
proper  dimensions. 

Fellow  Americans  — let  us 
come  together,  together  in  a 
circle  to  combat  this  insane  pre- 
marital sex  which  threatens  to 
disrupt  our  whole  society.  This 
is  the  answer  to  the  problem  of 
unwed  mothers  and  fathers.  Jerk 
yourselves  out  of  this  state  of 
ethical  flacidity  and  ask  your- 
selves this  question,  “Can  we 
beat  this  problem?”  We  all 
know  the  answer  is  a resound- 
ing “Yes!” 


WINN’S 

JEWELERS 


cP.P.^> 


Women’s  stretch  pants  have 
only  contributed  to  the  situation 
at  hand.  Originally  designed  to 
give  the  swelling  number  of 
active  young  women  more  free- 
dom of  movement,  these  articles 
have  now  succeeded  in  soliciting 
tense  stars,  open  remarks,  and 
approaches  by  self-styled  Don 
Juans,  as  well  as  the  intended 
freedom. 

The  danger  inherent  in  these 
stretch  pants  is  creeping  up  be- 
hind us  and,  if  we  do  not  come 
to  grips  with  the  problem  soon, 
this  pressing  problem  will  be  as 
important  as  the  others.  Alter- 
natives are  scarce  however,  and 
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Starring  Moving  Vaugn  as  Na- 
poleon Zillions  and  Robert  Mc- 
Robert  as  Iliya  Nfttzcklpzki 
THIS  WEEK:  The  Mad  Bomb- 
er Affair 

Part  I 

Napoleon  and  Ilya  are  travel- 
ling to  mysterious  Umieland. 
They  have  been  hired  by  King 
Leaderless  I because  his  throne 
has  been  threatened  by  a series 
of  mysterious  bombings.  They 
suspect  that  behind  the  opera- 
tion is  their  old  arch  enemies, 
O.W.L.  (The  Organization  of 
World  Lechers). 

“Where  are  we  now?”  asked 
Napoleon. 

“I  think  we  are  in  the  Re- 
public of  North  Hampton.  They 
say  that  the  inhabitants  of  this 
country  are  all  girls,  but  from 
what  I can  see,  I can’t  really 
tell.  . ” 

“It’s  a backward  place,  I 
see.  . . Their  only  means  of 
transportation  is  those  thou- 
sands of  bicycles.” 


“Yes  . . . And  they  are  all 
concubines  for  the  Kingdoms  of 
Yale  and  Dartmouth  and  the 
like.  . . They  don’t  like  the  farm 
peasants  of  Umieland.” 

“Does  OWL  still  own  this  bus- 
line?” 

“According  to  reports,  yes.  . . 
They  call  it  ‘Peter  Pan’ . . . Sinis- 
ter name,  eh?” 

“Only  OWL  could  be  that  sa- 
distic.” 

“Ah,  we’re  in  Umieland.  . .” 

“You’re  right.  . . Someone  is 
towing  the  bus  away.  . .” 

After  having  paid  five  dollars 
to  Andy,  The  Lot  Clearer,  the 
valiant  twosome  travelled  to  the 
5100—8 

palace  of  the  King. 

“I  hope  I can  get  this  mud  off 
my  feet.  . .” 

“Never  mind  . . . here  is  the 
king.” 

“MY  GOD,  Look!  The  King 
doesn’t  have  a FACE  !” 

“Yes,  gentlemen,”  said  the 
king,  “I  don’t  have  a face.  That 
is  because  no  one  in  Umieland 


has  ever  seen  my  face.” 

Napoleon  and  Iliya  searched 
the  King’s  office  for  micro- 
phones. While  looking  around, 
they  found  a framed  dollar  bill 
with  ‘My  First  Dollar’  inscribed 
underneath.  Also,  there  was 
something  called  the  Willis  re- 
port in  the  wastebasket,  along 
with  several  tangerine  trees. 

The  King  put  down  his  favor- 
ite magazine,  Yahoo,  and  spoke. 

“Gentlemen,  someone  is  caus- 
ing unrest  in  my  kingdom.  So 
far,  several  peasant  residence 
halls,  the  Peasant  Union,  and 
the  Cage,  a place  for  the  peasant 
intelligencia  have  been  blown  up. 
Also,  someone  named  Charlie 
Johnson  has  been  calling  for  a 
general  day  of  anarchy  called 
‘Spring  Day’.  All  this  could  re- 
sult in  my  being  dethroned  by 
the  dukes  because  the  image  of 
the  nation  will  be  destroyed. 
Help  me,  boys,  help  me.” 

Napoleon  left  in  search  of  the 
Russian,  Iliya  who  went  to 
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change  his  clothes.  lie  found, 
in  their  room,  the  Russian  Dress- 
ing. (wow) 

Okay,  seriously.  . . Napoleon 
was  told  to  met  a contact  in  the 
local  restaurant,  the  Snatch. 
Arriving  there,  he  sensed  the  in- 
trigue of  the  place,  for  it  was 
full  of  exotic  peoples.  One  sec- 
tion was  entirely  controlled  by 
Greeks  while  the  others  wor- 
shipped the  great  American  folk 
hero,  Bob  Dylan.  Another  sec- 
tion resembled  the  Gaza  strip. 
The  place  made  his  very  soul 
cringe. 

Finding  it  impossible  to  sit 
anywhere,  Napoleon  stood 
around  the  juke  box  and  played 
“The  House  of  the  Rising  Sun” 
a few  thousand  times.  He  was 
waiting  for  the  contact,  Smiling 
Bill,  a government  official. 

Seeing  a man  with  his  feet  on 
a table  and  a toothy  grin,  he 
edged  over  and  whispered  the 
password,  “Yahoo.” 

“Wonderful,”  he  replied. 

“Well,  so  you’re  our  man, 
eh. . .” 

“Yes,  and  you  want  to  know 
who’s  behind  the  bombings.” 

Smiling  Bill  then  talked  in 
circles  for  about  an  hour  and 
after  he  was  through  smiling 
congenially,  he  told  Napoleon 
that  a clue  might  be  had  at  a 
local  night  spot,  the  Drakes-a- 
go-go.  Then  Napoleon  sensed  a 
familiar  odor. 

“Duck!  Cyanide  gas.” 

Napoleon  and  Smiling  Bill  hit 
th  floor.  Was  it  the  smell  of  a 
gas  pellet?  Or  was  it  the  odor 
of  plastic  explosive  being  ig- 
nited. . . 

“French  fries  . . .”,  said  Smil- 
ing Bill. 

Giving  Smiley  a Karate  chop, 
Napoleon  went  on  his  way.  En- 
tering the  Drakes-a-go-go,  he 
noticed  a secret  camera. 

“Infra-red  film.  . .”,  thought 
Napoleon. 

Suddenly,  he  felt  a push.  Na- 


poleon wheeled  around,  gave  a 
chop  to  the  neck,  a punch  to  the 
face  and  started  strangling  the 
person  with  a piano  wire  from 
out  of  his  wrist  watch.  He  then 
realized  that  it  was  a girl  rush- 
ing to  the  head  to  vomit. 

“Who  are  you  . . .”,  said  Na- 
poleon. 

“My  name  ...  is  Pussy  All- 
overtheplace.  . .” 

“You’re  in  the  wrong  damn 
spy  story,”  growled  Napoleon, 
tightening  the  wire.  With  her 
last  breath,  she  pointed  to  a man 
at  the  bar  and  gasped  “bomber.” 
The  Bomber ! At  last.  He  walked 
over  to  the  man  and  tapped  him 
on  the  shoulder. 

“It’s  a RAID,”  he  hollered  and 
then  realizing  his  error,  re- 
gained his  composure  and  turned 
around. 

“NO  . . . IT’S  YOU,”  shrieked 
Napoleon,  “it’s  you  . . .” 

It  was  Sean  Connery.  He  was 


“Why,  you  ask?  Because  I 
am  the  only  true  secret  agent, 
that’s  why.  . . This  was  all  a 
trap  to  lure  you  here  to  destroy 
you. . .” 

“Destroy  me?  How  . . . with 
a laser  beam  . . . cyanide  gas  . . . 
a karate  chop  to  the  heart  . . . 
How  can  I be  destroyed.  . .?” 
And  then,  all  America  turned 
off  its  television  sets. 


AT  DER 
SCALP  SHOP 
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“OK,  we  have  a request  for  Number  6 on  page  31* — and  this  one  is 
for  Bill  and  Tom,  Jane  and  Elaine,  the  boys  from  120,  Sally  who 
loves  Arnie,  Arnie  who  . . 


While  flying  over  one  of  our 
Southern  states  L.B.J.  happened 
over  a lake  and  down  below 
were  two  white  gentlemen  in  a 
boat  pulling  a colored  fellow  on 
water  skis. 

Delighted  that  his  civil  right 
policies  were  apparently  suc- 
ceeding, he  ordered  the  pilot  to 
swing  low. 

“Fine  work,  boys,  keep  it  up. 
. . .”  L.B.J.  shouted  out  of  the 
plane  window. 

The  two  whites  looked  at  each 
other  puzzled. 

“Well,”  said  one  to  the  other, 
“I  may  not  agree  with  Johnson 
at  times,  but  he  seems  to  know 
something  about  trawling  for 
‘gators. . .” 


Blessed  are  the  censors. 

For  they  shall  inhibit  the  earth 


A drunk  was  sitting  at  a bar 
right  beside  a man  and  his  wife. 
Suddenly  he  let  go  a resounding 
belch. 

“What  do  you  mean  belching 
before  my  wife?”  demanded  her 
husband. 

At  that  the  drunk  got  off  the 
stool,  made  a bow  and  said, 
“Pardon  me,  sir.  I had  no  idea 
It  was  the  lady’s  turn.” 


Slowly,  her  eyes  glowing  soft- 
ly, the  beautiful  debutante 
raised  the  glass  on  high,  exult- 
ing: “Port  wine  to  me  is  the 
nectar  of  the  gods,  the  exilir  of 
life.  When  I imbibe  its  fluid, 
my  soul  begins  to  throb.  The 
music  if  a thousand  muted  vio- 
lins whispers  in  my  ear,  and  I 
am  transported  to  the  make-be- 
lieve world  of  magic.  On  the 
other  hand,  beer  makes  me 
barf.” 
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It  is  rumored  that  Detroit  is 
coming  out  with  a new  kind  of 
car  this  fall.  A pervertable. 
The  top  stays  up  and  the  driver 
goes . . . 

We  saw  new  breed  of  car  in 
Eastman  Lane  last  weekend. 
It’s  real  big.  You  can  get  eight 
in  the  front. 

We  heard  that  Texans  are  so 
full  of  it  that  they  take  an  ene- 
ma for  a headache. 

It  is  rumored  that  Orientals 
have  many  physiological  traits. 
It  is  said  that  Chinese  women 
have  horizontal . . . 
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In  the  past  years,  the  ranks  of  “Classic”  comic  heroes,  Superman,  Batman 
and  Robin  have  been  swelled  with  an  influx  of  newcomers,  each  with  his 
own  special  powers  and  invulnerabilities.  Yahoo  now  adds  to  such  greats 
as  Elastic  Man,  the  . . . 


Byday,  mild  mannered  worker  in  a great 
provincial  university.  By  night,  adamant 
man  of  pop-ARTSO,  the  magnificent,  aided 
by  his  legions  of  COOL  CATS,  he  wages  al- 
most silent  war  on  the  stygian  depths  of 
American  bourgeois  consciousness. 
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FRATMAN  and 
sidekick,  BOBBIN. 


Woman  of  wonder,  deft  HATCH  LADY  pur- 
sues the  never  ending  war  on  squalor,  swift- 
ly sweeping  sleeping  students,  untasted  cof- 
fee, and  half-finished  cigarettes  in  her  pow- 
erful wake. 


HYPO,  infirmary  doctor  gifted 
with  supernatural  powers,  able  to 
cure  any  disease  known  to  man 
with  a mere  packet  of  salt,  12 
aspirins,  and  a bottle  of  #4  cough 
syrup. 


ADMINISTRATO,  wraps  evildoers  up  in 
reams  of  RED  TAPE. 


BOMBA,  able  to  clear 
whole  buildings  with  a 
single  call. 


s 
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In  delivering  what  West  Point  needed. 
G-E  people  showed  they  put  first  emphasis 
on  the  customer ...  on  what  he  wants  rather 
than  what  we  offer.  College -educated  men 
and  women  at  General  Electric  find  that 
studying  customers’  special  problems  helps 
them  grow . . . keeps  them  from  getting  into 
a rut  where  they  always  do  the  same  thing 
the  same  way. 

And  they’re  assured  that  they’re  putting 
their  education  and  training  to  the  best  pos- 
sible use  — meeting  people’s  needs,  today’s 
and  tomorrow’s. 

Progress  Is  Our  Most  Important  Product 

GENERAL  ELECTRIC 


At  West  Point,  fast  General  Electric  com- 
l puters  do  a very  special  job.  The 
Cadets  use  them  the  way  you  use  a slide 
rule,  helping  them  squeeze  more  problems 
and  experiments  into  a curriculum  that  is 
already  crowded. 

Special  use  takes  a special  system.  To 
be  effective,  the  system  must  allow  many 
cadets,  with  different  problems,  to  use  the 
machines  at  the  same  time.  And  the  com- 
puter language  has  to  be  easy  to  work  with. 

Together  with  the  U.S.  Military  Academy, 
General  Electric  developed  the  computer 
system  SAD-SAC  and  a special  basic  pro- 
graming language  that  West  Point  wanted. 
Now  Cadets  are  able  to  do  five  experiments 
in  the  time  it  took  to  do  one. 


Computers: 
new  slide 


have  to  hide  your  hair  to  look  prettier? 


Use  condition  great  new  beauty  prescription  for  troubled  hair! 


Most  women  today  have  one  or  more 
of  these  hair  troubles  — do  you? 


□ Dry  hair 

□ Over-permanented 

□ Dull,  limp  hair 

□ Over-lightened 


□ Sun-damaged  hair 

□ Brittle  hair 

□ Splitting  ends 

□ Over-porous  hair 


If  you  checked  even  one,  we  prescribe 
condition*  by  Clairol.  This  richly  correc- 
tive creme  formula  adds  such  lively  bounce, 
new  vital  body,  new  satiny  sheen— try  it ! And 
you’ll  never  want  to  hide  your  hair  again! 


Actually  makes  your  hair  feel  stronger 

— right  away!  Entirely  different  from  hair- 
dressings or  surface  pomades,  condition* 
goes  deeply  into  hair  troubles.  Revitalizes 
your  hair’s  own  inner  strength,  outer  beauty. 
Hairdressers  use  it  even  while  tinting,  ton- 
ing, lightening.  Avoids  frizziness  in  perma- 
nent waving.  And  imagine!  condition* 
works  all  its  beautiful  magic  without  heat  — 
just  a luxurious  beauty  pack  treatment  after 
shampoo.  So  good  for  your  hair.  You’ll  love  it ! 


In  jars  or  new  travel  size  tube. 


condition  by  Clairol 

©Clairol  Inc.  1964  ^Trademark 
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Of  course  you’ll  be  tempted! 

After  all,  the  Austin  Healey  Sprite 
is  bred  to  be  used  sportingly  and 
competitively.  It  is  a bona  fide  sports 
car. The  official  SCCA  rating:  Class 
H or  Class  G,  depending  on  the  year. 

Of  course  you’ll  be  tempted! 

(But  even  if  you  never  race, 
the  power  you  may  someday  need 
is  there.)  The  competition-proved 
Austin  Healey  engine  turns  up 
speeds  in  excess  of  90  mph.  There 
are  twin  carbs  and  4-speed  shift. 
Sprite  can  sprint. ..and  keepon  going! 

Of  course  you’ll  be  tempted! 

(But  even  if  you  never  race,  the 
roadability  you  will  surely  enjoy  is 


there.)  The  steering  is  never 
spongy  or  indefinite;  and  the 
redesigned  rear  suspension 
encourages  impeccable  manners. 
Sprite  is  as  sure-footed  through 
the  corners  as  any  other  runners. 

Of  course  you’ll  be  tempted! 

(But  even  if  you  never  race,  the 
control  you  must  always  have 
is  there.)  There  are  big  disc  brakes 
up  front  and  7"  drums  in  the  rear. 
Sprite’s  stopping  power  is 
commensurate  with  its  performance. 

Of  course  you’ll  be  tempted . . . 
tempted  to  prove  that  your  Sprite 
can  do  as  handsomely  as  it  looks. 

We  have  wrapped  everything  in  the 


smoothest  possible  envelope- 
modern,  Spartan  and  rather  lovely. 
All  this  and  roll-up  windows. 

All  this  and  30  plus  m.p.g. 

All  this  for  under  $2,000.* 
Temptation  rears  its  lovely  head— 
at  your  Austin  Healey  dealer. 

Give  in  gracefully. 


s SPRITE 

FOR  OVERSEAS  DELIVERY  AND  OTHER  INFORMATION, 
WRITE:  THE  BRITISH  MOTOR  C 0 R P . / H A M B R O , INC., 
DEPT  C M , 734  GRAND  AVENUE,  RIDGEFIELD,  NEW  JERSEY 
*STATE  TAXES  AND  OTHER  LOCAL  CHARGES  EXTRA. 
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